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CHAPTER VIII.

I WAS once more at home, once more silent, once more
alone. I found myself changed, My obscure aspirations
after some indefinite happiness, my yague dreams of beauty,
or palpable personifications of some violent fantastic idea,
no longer inspired, no longer soothed, no longer haunted
me. I thought only of one subject, which was full of earnest
novelty, and abounded in interest, curious, serious, and en-
grossing I speculated upon my own nature. My new life
had developed many qualities, and had filled me with self-
confidence. The clouds seemed to clear off from the dark
landscape of my mind, and vast ambition might be distin-
guished on the far horizon, rearing its head like a mighty
column. My energies stirred within me, and seemed to
pant for the struggle and the strife. A deed was to be
done, but what ? I entertained at this time a deep con-
viction that life must be intolerable unless I were the
greatest of men. It seemed that I felt within me the power
that could influence my kind. I longed to wave my inspir-
ing sword at the head of armies, or dash into the very heat
and blaze of eloquent faction.

When I contrasted my feelings and my situation I grew
mad. The constant jar between my conduct and my con-
ceptions was intolerable. In imagination a hero, I was in
reality a boy. I returned from a victorious field to be cri-
ticised by a woman: in the very heart of a deep conspiracy,
which was to change the fate of nations, to destroy Borne
or to free Venice, I was myself the victim of each petty
domestic regulation. I cannot describe the insane irrita-
bility which all this produced. Infinite were the complaints
of my rudeness, my violence, my insufferable impertinence,
incessant the threats of pains and penalties. It was uni-
versally agreed that college had ruined me. A dull, slow